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Uewinne our ancient right in France again e, . 

Or dye a fouldicr as 1 liu'd a King* 
v Cjio. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring* 
Enter jong Torfa . Hafiings, Cardinal!. 
iaf.Now in good tirac,herc comes the Duke of Torfa 
Prin.Ricbard oi Torfa, hove fares our noble brother; 

* Tor.Well my deare Lord : fo muft I call you now. 

'Prin.l brother to our gricfc,as it isyours ; 

Too late hedidethat might haue kept that title* 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftic. 

Gto.How fares our coufen noble Lo.of Ter fa } 

Tor.l thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that l die weeds are faft in growth ; 
ThePrincc my brother hath out growne me farre, 

Clo . He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 
tyVe.Oh my faire coufen, I muft not fay fo. 

Ter.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
(F/o.He may command me as my foucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor.I pray you V ncle giuc me this dagger. 

Git . My dagger litlc coufen,with all my heart. 

Prm. A begger brother ? 

Tor .Of my kind Vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy .which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giu« my cofen. 

Tor, A greater gift ? O thats the (word too it. 
g/o.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

Tor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gift*. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo.lt is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauicr. 

C/a. What, would youbauc my weapon little Lord I 
Ter. I would that I might thanke you as you call me, 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prm. My Lo : of Tor fa will ftill be crofte in talker 
Vncle your grace knowes how to bcare with him. 

Tor.Y ou mcane to beare rae,not to bcare with me i 
Vnclc,my brother moekes both you and me 


H?c 


■su(e 


gecauiethat I amlitlc like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you ihould bcare me on your (boulders. 

Sue. With what a flurpe prouided wit he rcafont, 

To mitt igate the fcorne he giuc his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfc : 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

gloMy ho; wiltpleafe you paifealong ? 

My fdfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meetyou at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor* What will you goc vnto the Tower my Lord ? 

PrinMy Lord Protettor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hallnot fleepei n quiet at the Tower, 

Glo. Why , what ihould you fcarc ? 

Tor.M&ty my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granamtold me he was murdred there. 

< Pri». I fcarc no vnclcs dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Pm. And if they liuc, I hope I need not fcarc.' 

But come my L. with a hcauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe I vnto the Tower. 
Exennt.Prin.Tor.HajkyDorfmanet.BiJh.Buc. 

ifw.rhinkeyou my Lo; this litic prating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly? 

G/o.No doubt, no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bolii,quicke,ingenlous,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothcrs,from the top to toe. 

5«r.Well let them reft ; come hither Cates fa, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effedl what we intend, 
t As clofely to conceale what wc impart. , 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way i 
What thinkeft thou, is itnot an eaile matter 
T o make William L. Hafiings of our mindc, 

For the inftalment of thisnobleDuke, 

In the feate toy all of this famous Ile i 

Catef. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will i$ot be wonne to ought againft hina. 

8 «c.W hat thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will hef 



